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Westboro',  March  19,  1846, 
Rev.  C.  B.  Kittredge. 

Dear  Sir, 

God  in  his  providence  having  visited  us  with  severe  affliction, 
by  removing,  in  a  sudden  and  unexpected  manner,  a  beloved  companion 
and  an  affectionate  daughter,  and  it  having  been  our  happiness  to  hear 
spoken  from  your  lips  the  words  of  sympathy  and  peace,  we  would,  there- 
fore, affectionately  solicit  a  copy  of  your  sermon  preached  on  that  occasion, 
for  the  press  ;  earnestly  desiring  for  ourselves,  and  believing  it  would 
contribute  to  the  comfort  of  afflicted  friends,  to  possess  it  in  a  more  perma- 
nent form. 

Sincerely,  your  afflicted  friends, 

W.  L.  G.  Hunt, 

Nahum  Fisher. 


Westboro\  March  25,  1846. 
W.  L.  G.  Hunt  and  N.  Fisher,  Esqs. 

Dear  Sirs, 

You  are  aware  that  the  sermon  preached  at  the  funeral  of 
your  late  beloved  wife  and  daughter  was  written  at  very  short  notice,  and  is 
consequently  an  unusually  hasty  production.  Whatever  of  interest  you  may 
have  felt  in  it  is  to  be  attributed,  doubtless,  in  great  measure,  to  the  peculiar 
and  tender  interest  of  the  occasion,  which,  beyond  the  'immediate  circle  of 
friends,  will  not  probably  be  shared  by  those  who  might  read  it.  While, 
therefore,  as  a  literary  effort,  I  should  be  especially  reluctant  to  furnish  it 
for  the  press,  if  it  may  contribute,  in  any  measure,  to  the  consolation  and 
profit  of  a  deeply  afflicted  and  beloved  circle  of  friends,  I  would  cheerfully 
yield  it  to  your  solicitation. 

With  much  respect. 

And  sympathy  in  your  bereavements. 
Yours,  &c., 

Chas.  B.  Kittredge. 


SERMON 


*•  BE    STILL,    AND    KNOW    THAT    I    AM    GOD. 

Psalm  xliv :  10, 

How  sweet  to  the  little  child,  whom  some  calamity- 
has  overtaken,  is  the  known  voice  of  a  parent !  With  a 
fluttering,  troubled  heart  he  rushes  to  his  arms  at  the 
sound,  lays  his  head  upon  his  bosom,  and  is  at  rest.  A 
stranger's  voice  could  not  so  have  soothed  him.  Nay, 
its  unwonted  tones  might  only  have  increased  his  agita- 
tion. But  the  words,  father,  7nothe}^,  are  the  pledge  of 
sympathy  and  love,  —  of  tried,  unfailing  help,  which 
hushes  every  fear,  and  bids  every  anxious  feeling  Be 
still. 

There  was  a  storm  at  sea.  The  winds  were  tossing  a 
solitary  vessel,  and  the  lightnings  were  playing  fearfully 
among  its  rigging ;  while  down  in  its  cabin  were  a  father 
and  his  daughter ;  the  latter  pale  and  trembUng  with 
terror.  As  the  storm  subsided,  the  father  took  a  sword, 
and  firmly  pointing  the  glittering  blade  at  the  heart  of 
his  child,  he  said,  "  Are  you  not  afraid,  my  daughter  ?  " 
She  calmly  replied,  "  My  father  holds  the  sword,  and  I 
have  nothing  to  fear."  "  And  7712/  Father  holds  the 
wind  and  the  lightnings,''  replied  the  parent,  "  and  why 
,>!hould  I  be  afraid  !  " 
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Such  is  the  sentiment  we  may  always  cherish  in  the 
calamities  and  trials  which,  under  the  wise  government 
of  God,  may  here  overtake  us.  In  the  seasons  of  deepest 
darkness,  when  the  light  which  has  blessed  us  seems 
utterly  extinguished  ;  and  in  the  midst  of  sorrows  which 
like  angry  waves  break  through  and  channel  our  bosoms, 
there  comes  to  us  a  still  small  voice,  saying,  in  tones  not 
to  be  mistaken.  Be  sitll,  and  know  that  I  am  God. 

And  v/hy  should  we  be  disquieted  '?  Why  should  we 
not  be  still  7  Ay,  —  and  there  is  a  meaning  in  those 
words  be  still,  which  none  but  the  sorrow-stricken  heart 
can  fully  comprehend.  It  is  in  the  heated  furnace  that 
one  learns  that  difficult  but  sweet  lesson  of  the  divine 
word.  As  the  storm  gathers  which  threatens  our  cher- 
ished joys ;  as  we  see  the  rod  lifted  over  us  for  chastise- 
ment, we  struggle  to  escape.  We  task  ourselves  to  ward 
off  the  stroke.  It  seems  to  come  in  just  the  form  in 
which  we  are  least  able  to  bear  it.  That  child,  —  how 
can  I  give  it  up  ?  That  brother,  —  how  can  I  yield  him 
to  the  grave  ?  That  sister,  —  how  can  I  part  with  her 
love  ?  That  ^9ar/;ier,  —  how  can  I  endure  the  separa- 
tion 1  And,  like  David,  we  fast  and  weep  and  prostrate 
ourselves  before  God,  and  go  and  come  and  come  and 
go,  with  trembling  step  and  anxious  eye  to  watch  the 
lifted  rod.  And  now  —  it  falls,  and  we  are  crushed.  It 
was  an  unequal  contest  in  which  we  struggled,  and  it 
is  over ;  and  our  bleeding  heart,  passive  and  subdued, 
begins  to  learn  the  right  and  the  tvisdom,  as  well  as  the 
power,  of  Him  with  whom  we  have  to  do.  Out  of  such 
experience  as  this  comes  that  record  which  other  hearts 
besides  that  of  the  stricken  Psalmist  have  been  able  to 
adopt,  I  was  dumb  ;  I  opened  not  my  mouth,  because  thou 
didst  it.  Here  it  is  that  we  feel,  as  never  before,  the 
power  of  those  words  as  they  hush  and  soothe  the  troubled 
spirit.  Be  still,  and  knoiu  that  lam  God. 
I  am  God.     Then 

1 .  He  has  a  perfect  right  to  do  lohat  he  icill.    Has  he  not 
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this  right  ?  As  God,  the  Creator,  he  is  the  sole  proprie- 
tor in  all  his  creatures.  In  permitting  us  to  enjoy  these 
his  creatures,  —  to  use  them  for  our  happiness  and  be- 
hoof, he  has  in  no  manner  surrendered  his  right  or  pro- 
prietorship in  them.  They  are  all  his,  —  his  workman- 
ship, his  property ;  so  that  whatever  he  takes,  he  takes  but 
his  own ;  and  whatever  disposition  he  makes  of  any- 
thing which  we  hold  dear,  while  none  can  stay  his  hand, 
none  can  with  propriety  say  unto  him,  What  doest  thou  ? 
And  should  we  not  be  still  in  the  hand  of  such  a  Being  V 
Shall  we  quarrel  with  the  acts,  and  dispute  the  rights  of 
the  Sovereign  Proprietor  of  all  things  %  Shall  we  lay 
claim  to  that  which  is  his,  and  murmur  when  he  asserts 
his  title  to  his  own  7 

We  are  indeed  wont  to  feel  that  not  only  our  lips,  but 
our  friends,  are  our  oivn,  and  to  cherish  and  use  them 
as  if  independent  of  any  other  proprietorship.  And  hence 
the  severest  part  of  that  struggle  which  we  experience 
in  our  bereavements.  Our  interests  and  our  rights  are 
brought  into  conflict  with  the  rights  and  interests  of  Je- 
hovah. And  though  we  may  intellectually  acknowledge 
his  superior  claim,  it  often  costs  us  hard  reasonings  with 
ourselves,  and  severe  rebukes  at  the  hand  of  God,  to 
school  our  hearts  into  the  difficult  lesson.  If  our  hearts 
were  as  little  in  conflict  with  the  claims  of  God  as  our 
judgment,  then  would  there  be  as  little  need  of  his  chas- 
tisements as  there  would  be  murmuring  under  them. 
As  it  is,  —  so  intent  are  we  upon  maintaining  our  hold 
of  that  which  we  call  our  own,  that  there  must  come 
from  without  a  voice  arousing  us  to  Hear  the  rod,  and 
who  hath  appointed  it ;  and  with  soothing  but  imperative 
tones  saying,  Be  still,  and  know  that  I  am  God. 
I  am  God.     Then 

2.  His  pur  pose  is  immutable,  and  infinitely  iv  is  e.  How 
vain  is  resistance  to  his  will !  How  futile  all  our  srug- 
gles  against  his  purpose  !  That  purpose  moves  forward 
neither  checked  by  resistance  nor  turned  aside  by  com- 
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plaint.  He  is  of  one  mind,  and  who  can  turn  him  ?  and 
tohat  his  soul  desireth,  even  that  he  doeth.  Know  that 
I  am  God. 

Whatever  might  be  the  character  of  a  Being  of  such 
power  and  purpose,  our  wisdom  manifestly  is,  not  to 
resist  and  dispute  his  will ;  not  to  form  counter  purposes 
and  clashing  plans ;  but  to  study  to  make  our  Avill  har- 
monize with  his,  and  to  yield  unresisting  and  uncomplain- 
ing what  he  demands.  But  it  is  not  mere  power  with 
which  we  have  to  do.  It  is  the  jjoiver  of  God,  and  the 
purpose  of  God.  It  is  good  to  feel  that  the  purpose  and 
the  power  of  such  a  Being  are  omnipotent  and  universal. 
That  sparrow  which  falters  on  the  wing  and  falls  to  the 
ground,  is  not  too  unimportant  to  have  a  place  in  his 
eternal  purpose.  The  influences  which  conspire  for  our 
weal  or  our  woe  in  life  are  all  marked  in  the  same  purpose. 
Our  times  are  in  his  hand,  and  the  7iumber  of  our  days 
is  ivith  him.  There  is  not  a  pain  we  feel ;  not  a  calami- 
ty that  overtakes  us ;  not  a  channel  of  grief  opened  in 
our  bosoms  by  the  bereavements  we  experience,  which  are 
not  parts  of  that  onward  sweeping  purpose  of  the  Divine 
mind.  In  them  all  we  may  hear  the  same  voice,  — 
KnoiD  that  1  am  God,  —  assuring  us  that  whatever  be  the 
form  of  chastisement  or  affliction,  it  is  not  from  the 
ground,  nor  of  any  mere  casualty  ;  but  from  eternity  was 
determined  and  marked  in  all  its  minutest  detail. 

Were  it  not  for  this  assurance,  how  often  would  our 
hearts  sink  within  us  at  the  apparently  needless  calami- 
ties and  disappointments  which,  through  the  frailty  or 
the  wickedness  of  men,  so  often  come  upon  us !  Some- 
times no  cause  for  our  severest  reverses  can  be  discovered, 
save  the  unreasonable  and  stormy  passions  of  wicked 
men.  Sometimes  we  look  out  from  the  depths  of  our 
affliction  to  some  apparent  oversight  or  slight  mistake  as 
to  its  cause ;  and  are  ready  to  chide  ourselves,  or  com- 
plain of  others  for  its  occurrence.  By  some  seemingly 
trivial  circumstance,  oftentimes,  we  are  plunged  in  deep 
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Waters,  and  the  floods  of  calamity  and  distress  break 
over  us.  By  what  a  minute  thread  hangs  our  own,  and 
the  life  of  our  friend !  How  easily  sundered !  What 
abundant  occasion  for  disquiet  and  anxiety  is  here !  — 
Abundant,  indeed,  were  it  not  for  the  confidence  that  in 
all  these  things  the  hand  of  God,  with  unerring  precision 
and  minuteness,  controls  the  circumstances  of  our  being, 
and  determines  the  issue.  And  this  confidence  we  have 
as  well  in  the  scenes  of  which  human  error  or  malice 
may  have  been  the  immediate  occasion,  as  in  those  more 
directly  and  manifestly  from  the  hand  of  God.  Human 
passion  can  achieve  no  other  or  sadder  result  than  He 
please;  for  "  the  wrath  of  man  shall  praise  him,  and  the 
remainder  of  wrath  shall  he  restrain."  Oh  if  there  be 
any  rock,  on  which  the  weary  soul,  tossed  with  calami- 
ties, worried  with  the  wickedness  of  men,  and  burdened 
with  the  sorrows  of  life,  may  rest  high  above  the  break- 
ing surges,  it  is  this,  —  The  Lord  God  omnipotent 
K.EIGNETH,  and  his  purpose  cannot  be  frustrated.  That 
still  small  voice  ever  and  anon  whispers  to  the  listening 
soul.  Be  still,  and  know  that  I  am  God. 
I  am  God,     Then 

3.  Do  loe  deserve  his  rebukes.  Why  shoidd  a  living 
man  complain,  a  7nan  for  the  punishment  of  his  sins  ! 
God  is  offended  with  us,  for  we  have  sinned  against 
him ;  and  it  is  meet  that  we  be  chastised.  What  bless- 
ing at  the  hand  of  God  can  we  claim  as  the  reward  of  any 
filialness  towards  him?  What  one  of  all  his  gifts  has 
not  been  a  thousand  times  forfeited !  And  when  he  takes 
from  us  that  Avhich  while  it  remained  we  did  not  deserve, 
shall  we  murmur  against  him  as  if  he  were  unjust'? 
Rather  should  we  make  its  removal  the  occasion  of  new 
thanksgiving  that  it  was  not  sooner  taken  or  entirely 
withheld. 

Though  our  sufferings  are  in  no  sense  an  expiation 
for  our  sin,  they  cannot  fail  to  awaken  the  remembrance 
of  it  and  make  us  feel  its  evil.     And  while  they  point  us 
2 
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for  relief  to  those  sufferings  of  Christ  which  were  expia- 
tory, they  are  designed  to  exert  a  reformatory  influence 
over  the  subject.  And  there  are  many  who  can  subscribe 
to  the  record  of  the  Psalmist's  experience,  Before  I  loas 
afflicted  I  icent  astray,  but  noio  have  1  kept  thy  icord. 
And  how  much  o-f  this  scourging  and  sifting  do  the  best 
of  men  need  to  bring  back  their  hearts  unto  God  and 
make  them  vessels  unto  honor,  sanctified,  and  meet  for 
the  Master's  use  /  A  correct  apprehension  of  this  way- 
wardness of  the  soul,  which  needs  discipline,  and  of  our 
multiplied  offences  against  God  and  ingratitude  for  his 
gifts,  which  deserve  chastisement,  cannot  fail  to  hush 
every  murmur  in  the  hour  of  bereavement.  "  What- 
ever is  less  than  final  separation  from  God,"  one  has  well 
said,  "whatever  is  less  than  hell,  is  mercy."  Under  his 
severest  appointments  we  hear  a  voice  saying,  Knoio 
that  I  am  God,  and  what  can  we  do  less  than  be  still ! 
I  am  God.     Then 

4.    We  have  the  surest  guaranty  that  ivhat  he  does  is 
best. 

But  who  is  that  God,  that  I  should  trust  him  in  the 
hour  of  darkness  and  trial  ?  What  know  I  of  him 
that  can  inspire  my  confidence  and  calm  my  fear  7  — 
What  know  I?  —  "  He  is  the  Father  of  lights,  with  whom 
is  no  variableness  neither  shadow  of  turning,  and  from 
whom  cometh  down  every  good  and  every  perfect  gift." 
Was  there  ever  a  blessing  which  cheered  your  heart  ? 
Did  you  ever  drink  in  gladness  and  joy  from  the  society 
of  a  friend?  That  friend,  —  that  blessing  was  from 
God.  What  has  he  not  done  to  bless  liis  creature  and 
inspire  him  with  confidence  in  him  7  "  When  the  morn- 
ing stars  sang  together,  and  all  the  sons  of  God  shouted 
for  joy,"  there  was  occasion  for  their  rejoicings.  God 
had  accompli, shed  a  glorious  and  benevolent  work. 
When  he  hung  up  the  sun  in  the  heavens  to  make  onr 
day,  and  the  thousand  stars  to  cheer  our  night,  was  he 
not   good  ]     When   he  made  man  in  his  own  image,  a 
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free,  intelligent,  social,  immortal  being,  was  he  not  good  1 
When  he  pitied  the  fallen,  and  gave  his  Son  for  the 
ransom  of  his  soul,  was  he  not  good?  When  he  kindled 
■up  within  you,  by  his  spirit  and  grace,  that  blessed 
hope  of  heaven,  was  he  not  good  1  When  he  gave 
you  that  friend  worthy  your  love,  to  be  the  joy  of  your 
heart ;  to  be  your  solace  in  trial,  and  to  cheer  you  with 
sweet  words  and  kindly  affection,  was  he  not  good  ? 
Well,  then,  remember,  it  is  not  another,  but  the  same 
hand  and  the  same  heart,  which  bereaves.  He  who 
gave  was  God  ;  and  when  he  takes  away,  he  whispers, 
/  am  God.  He  has  not  changed.  The  tenderness  of 
his  pity  has  not  abated,  nor  the  purpose  of  his  love  been 
turned  aside.  Like  as  a  father  2^iiietk  his  children,  even 
so  the  Lord  pitieth  the^m  that  fear  him.  And  shall  we 
murmur  and  repine  while  that  purpose  of  love  is  moving 
forward  to  its  accomplishment  %  What  though,  in  its 
progress,  there  may  be  some  things  dark,  and  to  us  in- 
scrutable !  Can  we  not  trust  a  hand,  all  whose  known 
appointments  have  been  benevolent  %  Should  the  child 
trust  the  kindness  of  the  parent  only  in  what  he  gives  7 
Is  not  that  mother's  heart  the  same  when  it  withholds  as 
when  it  gives  ?  Nay,  is  not  its  swelling  tenderness  often 
more  deeply  moved  in  its  withholding  than  its  giving  ? 
And  so  it  is  with  God.  Be  still,  he  says.  Why?  Be- 
cause I  am  God.  I  know  what  you  need.  I  know 
the  points  of  your  danger.  I  know  what  is  in  your 
heart,  and  what  are  your  temptations  from  without. 
And  now  that  I  am  taking  away  what  you  so  highly 
prize,  I  am  only  working  out  that  great  purpose  of  love 
which,  in  the  sunshine  of  my  gifts,  you  were  so  ready  to 
acknowledge. 

Such  is  the  true  interpretation  of  all  God's  dealings 
with  his  children.  He  is  the  same  in  the  storm  as  in 
the  sunshine  ;  in  his  chastisements  as  in  his  gifts. 
With  him  is  no  variableness,  neither  shadow  of  turning. 
And   however  dark  the  clonds  which  mav  overspread 
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our  sky ;  and  however  intensely  heated  the  furnace  into 
which  we  may  be  cast,  that  voice,  Be  stilly  and  know 
that  I  am  God,  assures  us  that  'all  things  are  designed, 
and  shall  be  made  to  ivork  together  for  good  to  them  that 
love  God. 

But  it  is  time  that  I  turn  from  these  general  considera- 
tions, to  the  particular  scene  of  bereavement  which  has 
suggested  them. 

Four  months  and  a  half  ago  this  circle  of  friends 
were  mingling  in  a  scene  as  joyous  as  the  present  is 
afflictive.  With  fair  ;^romise  of  Icng  life,  and  with  pros- 
pects of  happiness  which  no  cloud  obscured,  our  departed 
friend  entered  into  the  sacred  covenant  of  marriage. 
With  less  to  mar  the  joy  of  such  an  occasion  than  there 
is  wont  to  be,  in  the  parting  of  friends  and  wide  separa- 
tion from  the  home  of  childhood,  we  gave  her  the  cheerful 
hand  of  congratulation,  and  the  word  of  hearty  affection. 
Though  we  did  not  utterly  forget  the  frailty  of  human 
relations,  yet  v/ho  dreamed  that  from  tha>t  numerous 
gathering  of  friends,  the  youthful,  happy  bride,  the 
object  of  chiefest  interest  there,  should  first  of  all  and  so 
soon  be  clad  for  the  grave!  Who  foresaw  the  cloud 
which  has  settled  down  upon  the  surviving  partner;  or 
thought  that  he  was  thus  &st  to  be  stricken,  and  all  his 
high  hopes,  which  that  hour  kindled,  to  be  thus  suddenly 
extinguished  !  And  what  a  commentary  is  God  thus 
furnishing  us  upon  that  often  repeated  truth  of  his  word, 
Thou  knoicest  not  what  a  day  may  bring  forth. 

When  the  sun  comes  up  in  the  east,  and  with  his 
mellow,  cheering  light  gives  the  morning,  we  are  wont  to 
calculate  upon  the  noon  and  the  waning  beams  of  the 
evening.  And  so  with  the  friends  that  cheer  us.  Their 
day  may  be  longer  or  shorter,  more  or  less  cloudless  and 
cheering ;  but  it  is  ordinarily  the  full-orbed  day,  with 
its  increase  and  its  Avaning,  its  evening  twilight  as  welP 
as  its  morning  dawn.  But  of  our  departed  friend  we  are 
snade  to  feel  the  force  of  that  impressive  language  of  the 
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sacred  Word,  Her  swi  is  gone  down  idIliIc  it  was  yet  day  ; 
aye,  even  before  it  had  reached  its  zenith,  its  hght  with- 
out waning  is  extinguished  ! 

And  now,  my  afflicted  brother,  I  bear  to  you  for  your 
consolation,  that  v/hisper  from  the  throne,  Be  still,  and 
know  that  I  am  God.  And  it  is  enough.  You  feel  that 
He  has  a  perfect  right  to  you  and  yours.  You  have 
acknowledged  that  right,  and  publicly  and  privately 
yielded  all  to  him.  You  would  not  frustrate  or  hinder 
his  purpose.  You  have  often  felt  and  confessed  your 
desert  of  his  chastisements.  And,  more  than  this,  you 
can  trust  his  love.  Why  is  it  that  you  are  afflicted  ?  It 
is,  that  you  had  such  a  friend  to  lose.  God  in  his  kind- 
ness gave  her  to  you,  to  cheer  and  gladden  you  these  few 
months  ;  and  it  is  God,  in  the  exercise  of  the  same  kind- 
ness, though  mysteriously  clouded,  that  has  taken  her 
away.  Fasten  your  eye,  then,  steadily  upon  Him,  till 
it  shall  pierce  through  the  cloud,  and  make  his  love  to 
beam  upon  you  as  your  light  in  darkness. 

I  know  it  is  not  a  light  stroke  which  you  are  called  to 
bear.  But  it  does  not  come  without  the  cheering  hope, 
that  your  darkness,  is  her  light;  your  affliction,  her 
triumph. 

It  was  my  privilege  to  welcome  you  both  to  the  bless- 
ings of  Christ's  house;  and  mine  also  to  consummate 
the  sacred  union,  which,  in  all  your  joys  and  sorrows 
thus  far,  has  made  you  one.  I  have  sympathized  heart- 
ily in  your  mutual  joy  in  the  blessings  of  this  life,  and 
your  hopes  of  a  better.  And  I  rejoice  that,  through  the 
kind  Providence  of  God,  I  am  permitted  to  mingle  with 
you  in  these  scenes  of  your  bereavement,  and  to  point 
you  to  the  rich  streams  of  consolation,  which  God  has 
caused  to  flow  down  to  us  from  his  throne.  Refresh 
your  spirit,  my  brother,  at  these  streams.  He  who  has 
made  you  thus  early  and  suddenly  to  drink  the  bitter 
cup  of  sorrow,  has  opened  for  you  abundant  sources  of 
consolation. 
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To  this  numerous  and  deeply  afflicted  circle  of  mourn- 
ing friends,  I  would  commend  the  considerations  already- 
suggested.  To  you  I  need  not  speak  of  the  worth  of  her 
whom  we  mourn.  You  knew  her  warm  affection,  as  a 
child  and  a  sister ;  her  gentle  and  amiable  manners, 
which  opened  so  ready  a  way  to  the  hearts  of  all  who 
knew  her ;  you  knew  in  whom  she  hoped,  and  on  what 
she  relied  for  justification  before  God,  and  inheritance  in 
his  kingdom.  She  trusted  not  in  herself,  not  in  any 
amiability  or  good  works  of  her  own,  but  in  the  merits 
of  atoning  blood.  Comforted  by  this  hope,  and  cheered 
by  the  memory  of  her  filial  and  social  affection,  will  you 
not  bow  with  submission  under  the  rod,  and  thank  God 
with  swelling  hearts  that  you  had  such  a  daughter,  such 
a  sister,  such  a  friend,  to  lose  ?  —  to  lose^  shall  I  say  7 
Ah,  no  ;  she  is  only  '■'■gone  before^'"  a  little  sooner  to  her 
reward.  And  shall  it  not  be  to  await  your  coming,  and 
welcome  you  to  joys  with  which  earth  has  nothing  to 
compare; — joys  which  "eye  hath  not  seen,  nor  ear 
heard,  neither  hath  entered  into  the  heart  of  man  to  con- 
ceive, but  which  are  laid  up  of  God  for  them  that  love 
him  ?  "  Let  your  bereavement,  then,  quicken  you  in  the 
great  work  which  shall  fit  you  to  be  partakers  there. 
And  if  there  be  one  of  these  mourning  friends  yet  unas- 
sured of  inheritance  in  the  kingdom  of  God,  —  yet  a 
stranger  to  the  hope  that  cheered  the  last  hours  of  her 
whom  we  mourn  ;  will  you  not  heed  the  admonition 
which  God,  by  his  solemn  Providence,  is  now  urging, 
and  give  diligence  to  make  your  calling  and  election 
sure?  Amidst  the  solemnities  of  this  sudden  and  deeply 
afflictive  event,  need  I  tell  you  that  life  is  uncertain  7  — 
that  your  pleasures  are  but  a  shadow ;  —  that  your  days 
are  determined,  and  the  number  of  your  months  are  with 
God  ?  Need  I  tell  you  that  in  such  an  hour  as  ye  .think 
not,  the  Son  of  Man  cometh  ?  Oh,  no,  for  the  voice  of 
God  is  before  me,  in  tones  of  more  impressive  s,olemnity, 
and   more   imperative   warning,  in   the  scenes  through 
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which  you  are  passing.     Oh  Hsteii  to  that  voice  and  do 
its  bidding  without  delay. 

And  there  is  another  class  here  present  to--day,  whose 
hearts  share  largely  in  this  affliction  ;  it  is  the  youth  of 
this  congregation.  God  in  his  Providence  has  very  un- 
expectedly opened  the  doors  of  this  pulpit  to  me,  that  I 
may  once  more  address  to  you  the  voice  of  his  admoni- 
tion. But  there  seems  little  need  of  any  voice  but  His  to 
make  this  a  season  of  deep  and  imperishable  impression 
to  all  your  hearts. 

Go  and  look  upon  that  form  now  awaiting  the  tomb, 
and  learn  the  frailty  of  your  earthly  hopes.  Last  week 
that  form  mingled  with  yours  in  the  social  circle,  and  the 
light  of  that  cheerful  countenance  added  buoyancy  to 
your  joy.  In  that  meeting  of  social  prayer,  too,  it  was 
present  with  a  beating  heart  to  mingle  in  your  supplica- 
tions. Now  it  is  cold  in  death  and  mantled  for  the 
tomb  !  And  now  tell  me.  Wherefore  is  it  that  the  shaft 
was  sped  by  you  and  lodged  in  her  bosom  ?  To  which 
of  you  was  life  dearer  than  to  her  ?  To  whom  was  there 
fairer  promise  of  life  than  to  her  'I  Who  had  more  to 
bind  her  to  this  world  than  she  1  If  a  cheerful  heart ; 
if  loveliness  of  character  ;  if  amiability  of  manners  ;  if 
warm  attachment  to  friends,  and  theirs  to  her  ;  if  any, 
or  all  of  these  could  have  furnished  a  shield  against  the 
shaft  of  death,  then  had  she  still  lived  —  to  love  and  to 
be  loved,  to  bless  and  to  be  blessed.  But  death  heeds  no 
such  barriers.  He  is  God's  messenger  to  do  his  bidding, 
to  execute  his  purpose.  To  you,  then,  would  I  address 
the  language  of  Jehovah,  Be  still,  ajid  knoio  that  I  am 
God.  Let  go,  for  a  moment,  your  hold  upon  the  pleasures 
of  the  world.  Pause  in  your  devotion  to  the  things  that 
perish,  and  ponder  this  message  from  the  throne.  Re- 
member that  the  same  immutable  purpose,  which,  in  an 
unexpected  hour,  has  laid  low  in  death  your  friend  and 
associate,  has  determined  also,  your  times,  and  is  mov- 
ing on  irresistibly  to  its  issue.     When  and  in  what  man- 
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iier  that  issue  shall  be^  who  can  tell !  Remember  that 
He  with  whom  you  have  to  do,  is  God.  And  what,  — - 
let  me  affectionately  and  earnestly  ask,  —  what  is  your 
preparation  for  the  grave  7  —  what  your  inheritance  be- 
yond it  1     What  is  your  hope  ? 

In  that  last  interview  v/hich  it  was  my  privilege  to 
have  with  our  departed  friend,  she  expressed  a  hope, 
through  the  merits  of  Christ,  that  her  home  was  in  hea- 
ven ;  —  that  she  was  not  deceived  in  the  experience  she 
had  professed  before  the  world,  of  reliance  upon  atoning 
blood  for  salvation.  But,  said  she,  "  I  must  add  my 
deep  regrets  to  those  of  others,  that  I  have  lived  so  much 
for  pleasure,  and  so  little  for  Christ,  —  so  much  for  the 
world,  and  so  little  for  eternity."  And  then  she  added, 
"  I  wish  to  bear  my  testimony  to  the  vanity  of  this  world^ 
as  a  source  of  happiness."  My  young  friends,  will  you 
not  heed  that  testimony,  and  awake  from  the  delusions 
of  the  world,  to  the  importance  of  an  immediate  interest 
in  Jesus  Christ,  and  a  sure  hope  of  heaven  by  faith  in 
him '.' 

And  to  all  this  congregation  would  I  address,  in 
closing,  the  language  of  the  apostle,  as  the  message  Avhich 
God  would  impress  by  the  scenes  of  this  day,  "  The 
time  is  short.  It  remaineth  that  both  they  that  have 
wives,  be  as  though  they  had  none ;  and  they  that  weep, 
as  though  they  wept  not ;  and  they  that  rejoice,  as 
though  they  rejoiced  not ;  and  they  that  buy,  as  though 
they  possessed  not;  and  they  that  use  this  world, 
as  not  abusing  it.     For  the  FAsmoN  of  this  world  pass- 

ETH  AWAY." 


NOTE. 


Mrs.  Caroline  A.  Hunt  was  a  daughter  of  Nahum  Fisher,  Esq.,  of 
Westboro'.  On  the  28th  of  October,  1845,  she  was  married  to  W.  L. 
G.  Hunt,  Esq.,  of  the  same  place.  After  a  distressing  sickness  of  less  than 
a  week,  during  which,  till  within  a  few  hours  of  her  death,  her  disease  had 
occasioned  little  alarm,  she  died  at  three  o'clock,  in  the  morning  of  March 
11,  aged  twenty-five  years.  The  funeral  services  on  the  occasion  were  held 
in  the  Evangelical  Church,  attended  by  a  large  concourse  of  afflicted  relativeg 
and  sympathising  friends. 

In  April,  1837,  at  the  age  of  sixteen,  Mrs.  H.,  with  many  of  her  associ- 
ates, made  a  public  profession  of  her  faith  in  Christ,  uniting  with  the  Evan- 
gelical Church.  Though,  as  she  says  in  a  note,  written  a  few  weeks  before 
her  marriage,  she  was  the  subject,  even  from  early  childhood,  of  serious  im- 
pressions, and  often  of  much  alarm  in  view  of  her  condition  as  a  sinner,  yet 
it  was  not  till  she  was  nearly  sixteen  years  old  that  her  heart  was  moved 
with  any  love  to  God.  If,  from  the  natural  cheerfulness  of  her  disposition, 
her  piety  assumed  less  the  appearance  of  rigid  devoutness,  there  is  reason 
to  believe  it  was  nevertheless  sincere  and  filial;  and  that  her  hope  was 
heartily  and  strongly  fixed  in  Christ  as  her  only  Saviour,  on  whom  she 
seemed  confidently  to  lean  in  the  extreme  sufferings  of  her  sickness,  and  in 
whom  to  rest  as  her  surety  for  the  life  that  is  to  come. 

During  the  last  year  and  a  half  or  two  years  of  her  life,  her  mind,  though 
losing  none  of  its  buoyancy,  was  evidently  impressed  in  no  ordinary  degree 
with  the  shortness  of  life  and  the  importance  and  value  of  a  sure  and  living 
hope  of  heaven.  Her  correspondence,  during  this  period,  abounds  with 
allusions  and  remarks  which  seem  to  indicate  that  God  was  preparing  her  for 
the  early  grave,  which  the  issues  of  his  providence  have  shown  was  before 
her.  The  scenes  of  those  two  years,  which  with  many  in  like  circumstan- 
ces are  wont  to  engross  the  heart  and  mind,  and  awaken  day-dreams  of 
earthly  happiness  never  to  be  realized,  seemed  with  her  to  awaken  more 
serious  and  earnest  thought  of  the  frailty  of  earthly  good,  and  the  importance 
of  a  quickened  energy  in  preparing  for  heaven.  So  she  testified  to  the 
writer  of  the  foregoing  sermon,  in  the  last  interview  it  was  his  privilege  to 
have  with  ber ;  —  a  testimony  abundantly  confirmed  by  the  spirit  breathed 
in  her  social  and  friendly  correspondence.  Let  those,  whose  privilege  it  is 
to  possess  these  relics  of  the  departed,  be  incited  by  them  to  all  diligence  in 
preparing  for  a  like  early  reward. 

That  life  is  long  which  answers  life's  great  end. 
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